54                 SALT-WATER BALLADS

A PIER-HEAD CHORUS

OH I'll be chewing- salted horse and biting* flinty

bread,
And dancing, with the stars to watch, upon the

fo'c's'le head,
Hearkening to the bow-wash and the welter of the

tread
Of a thousand tons of clipper running* free.

For the tug has got the tow-rope and will take us

to the Downs,
Her paddles churn the river-wrack to muddy greens

and browns,
And I have given river-wrack and all the filth of

towns
For the rolling, combing cresters of the sea.

We'll sheet the mizzen-royals home and shimmer
down the Bay,